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Author's Notes: 
Junior and Dave nonsense, to get Dave muse back on track. 


Don't Speak 


He writhes and twists under me. With my every thrust he lets out a delicious moan. One hand is wrapped 
around his stomach, holding him against me, my other hand reaches for his. Our fingers intertwine and he 
leans his head back and gives a shriek. | rest my head against his shoulder and speed up. | can tell he's close, 


he's no longer moaning, instead he's doing something that almost sounds like whimpering. | love that song. 


He stiffens and his whole body tightens around me. He shudders and comes and that almost puts me over the 


edge. With a few last thrusts, | squeeze him close to me and come deep inside him. 


| slide out of him and we both fall onto the bed. | try to get my head clear, but | hear him talk. 


"Dave," he gasps, trying to catch his breath. | lo-" 
"| know." 


He curls up and lays his head against my chest, my hands instinctively find his hair and start stroking it. "You 


don't even know what | was gonna say." 


| sigh and continue playing with his hair. This is a stupid habit he's got, almost like a fuckin’ ritual. He always 
says this after | fuck him. He try to say those three little words. But he can't say them, at least not out loud. 


"Dave?" He says. 


| stretch and turn onto my side, my legs tangle with his and my arm grabs him roughly. "Shit, do you always 
have to talk? | fucked you god damn brains out, you should be quiet” 


"But, | lo-" 
"No! Don't fuckin’ say it!" | snarl. "Don't you ever fuckin’ say that." 
He stares at me, his hazel eyes practically glowing. "Asshole," he laughs. 


| lean in to nip his nose. God, | couldn't stay mad at his stupid ass for long. He purrs and nuzzles up against me. 


| smile and slide my fingers down his back. "Fuck, | think I'm ready to go at it again" 
‘Already? You're not tired?" 


| tip his head up with my hand and grin. "This is me we're talking about. Dave-fuckin'-Mustaine, baby! | can 


pound your ass forever." 
"| love you." 


He says it so suddenly it catches me off guard. He quickly drops his head and buries it in my chest. "I really 
do, asshole. And | don't know why." 


| feel my body stiffen Its not that I'm scared of love. Its just thot.. 
"Say it back, please?" His eyes plead with me. 
Fuck. couldn't do that. | never say that. But.. | did once, in the heat of the moment, in the back of a filthy U- 


haul. And look where that got me? The next day | was betrayed. And you know what? He had never said it 
back! 


That's why | was careful, | couldn't get attached. Yet this stupid fucker in front of me, this sensitive bastard 


had broken down all my well built barriers. But words were fuckin’ empty. And this was pointless. 
Did | love David? Fuck.! guess | did. | knew | did, but | couldn't say it. Not ever. 


| roll on top of him and pin him down. He stares at me with curiosity and smiles. | trail my tongue across his 


jaw-line then to those sweet lips. He squirms against me and our kiss deepens. 


Maybe, | couldn't say it. But | could show him. 


